A WHITE GUINEA PIG

trees are in full bloom, Che peach trees just open-
ing, while the apples will not be out for ten days.
The May flowers and bloodroot have gone, the
anemonies and bell wort have come and the violets
are coming. All the birds are here, pretty much,
and the warblers troop through the woods.

To my delight, yesterday Kermit, when I tried
him on Diamond, did excellently. He has evi-
dently turned the corner in his riding, and was
just as much at home as possible, although he
was on my saddle with his feet thrust in the
leathers above the stirrup. Poor mother has had
a hard time with Yagenka, for she rubbed her
back, and as she sadly needs exercise and I could
not have a saddle put upon her, I took her out
bareback yesterday. Her gaits are so easy that
it is really more comfortable to ride her without
a saddle than to ride Texas with one, and I gave
her three miles sharp cantering and trotting.

Dewey Jr. is a very cunning white guinea pig.
I wish you could see Kermit taking out Dewey
Sr. and Bob Evans to spend the day on the grass,
Archie is the sweetest little fellow imaginable^